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A Dedicatory Epiſtle 
T O 


Mr. HENRY CONYERS. 


S 1 R, 


Wet Poets dedicate to Great Men, their 
' ſeryile Genius ſtoops to Flattery : They 
write not their juſt ſentiments, but what they 
think will pleaſe their Patrons : So, to make them 
great, they debaſe: themſelves, and become Ido- 
laters of Images, gilded by their own praiſe, As 
well may the Carver adore his Statues, the Painter 
his Pictures, which are their own handyworks, 
To ſhew my diſlike of this Cuſtom, I choſe to 
expoſe this Tragedy to the publick with no other 
ornament than your name. But let not the world 
miſtake me ; for you have Virtues that render you 
more valuable than Ticles- They that know you . 
loye you, for you will not lctthe leaſt of your ac- 

| A quaintance 
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A Dedicatory Epiſtle, 
quaintance go unobliged whenever you can find 
opportunity to ſhow your generous temper, Be- 
lieye me. Sir, I eſteem Four friendſhip, and the 
name of Friend is preferrable to any title that de- 
ſcends by Birth, or what Monarchs'can confer; the 
firſt comes without deſert,che later oftner byChance 
than Merit, +Let other Poers then boaſt Patrons 
of Quality, whilſt I, morehappy I, enjoy my Friend, 
I am my Friend and my Friend is Me. Oh h&ys 
abſent yet, but. when he comes, the chearful Bat- 
tle ſhall tune our- fouls to as high a rapture, as if 


we were met_at the Harmonious Feaſt of Great + 


Cecilia, Haſte then, thou worthy man, and chear 
the hearts of all your Friends. None in your ab- 
ſence more devoutly wiſhes your rcturn, than 


41K 


Tour Friend and Servant, 


Edward Ravenſcroſt. 
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The PR ALUDE. 


Enter Poet and Critic, 
Crit. WV Have been very attentive to your Rehearſal, and 
What I tell you you'll. find true. 
Po. Well, good Mr. Critics, let me alone with fmy faults, 
I don't allow your objections, 
Po. I tell you, Sir, you'll anger the Ladies, they'll be a- 
gainſt you. 
Crit. I'm not of your opinion. 
| Crit. You are Poet Po{ttzve right. 
Po. And you Critic Find-fault, right or wrong. 


Exter Mr. Peregrine. 
| Crit. Oh, here's Mr. Peregrine, we'll ask his judgment. 
| Po. With all my heart ; he's a Traveller, and knows the 
> Cuſtoms of other Countries. 

Per. Your Servant Gentlemen : what is the matter 2 what 
am Tl to be Judge of betwixt you 2 

Crit. Why Sir, Mr. Scribble here has writ a Play, that's 
to be ated to day. 

Per. I know it Sir, and am come to ſee't? 

Crit. Lord, Lord, Sir * he calls it a Tragedy. 

Per. Then 1 ſuppoſe it is one. 

Crit. A Tragedy ! No, it has but three Acts. 
| Per. What then, Sir 2 

Crit. If it has butthree Ads it mult be a Farce. 

Per. Why (o, Sir? 

Crit, Why fo! did you ever ſec it otherwiſe 2 

Per. Ask him 

Po. Yes Sir, a Farce may be two, three, or five Ads ; as 
you have ſeen upon our Stage already. 


Per. 'Tis the ſame amongſt the French and 1talians. 
Crit. What then is a Farce 2 
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The Prelude. 


Po. Tl tell you: A Play is nut call'd a Farce from any num- 
ber of Acts, but from the lowneſs of the: Subjet and Cha- 
raters; which are not true CharaRters in Nature, nor juſt 
repreſentations of humane aRions (as Comedy is or ſhould be) 
but from the oddneſs and extravagancy of the Characters and 
SubjeR : Which, tho not natural, yet not always againſt Na- 
ture; and tho not true, yet diverting, and fooliſhly delightful. 
A Farce is like a Dutch piece 'of Painting, or a Groteſque Fi- 
gure, extravagant and, plcaſant, 

Per. In my-judgment it is fo. 

Crit; Well, we'll paſs over that point. -But why do you 
make a Tragedy but three Ads ? 

Per. O, rhat'scuſtomary in other Countries. 

Po. [ have obſerv'd that many Plays of late are all talk and 
no. buſineſs; others have ſome buſineſs, bur fo much talk, 
that the buſineſs is almgſt foſt in _the multiplicuy ot words, 
and the Plays lag and grow tediqus. Therctore, to avoid 
this, Thave now laid the buſineſs ſo cloſe, that every Scene 
may ſeem neceſſary to carry on the deſign and ſtory of the 
Play, and with as few words as I cou'd ſuppoſe ſufficient ; 
therefore confine my ſelf to three As, which gives me alſo 
opportunity to introduce ſome Muſieal Entertainments, and 
thoſe ſeeming natural to the Play ; which few Poets have yer 
obſerv'd. 

Crit, | confeſs they bring in their Muſick by head and 
ſhoulders, and may ſerve in one Play as well as another. Bur 
the main objeRtion againſt your Play is, Your Lady, or chief 
Charadter in your Play, being of Quality, anda marry'd wo- 
man, ſees a young Lord; hearkens to his Love, and-gives up 
her Honour in the firſt A, without much ceremony orcoutt- 
ſhip : How will the Boxes like this, Sir 2 There youare loſt, 

Po. Mr. Peregrine, you have been a Traveller, and are a 
fit Judge : In the firſt place, I ſay this great Lady and her 
Lover were not ſtrangers to each other, courtſhip had former- 
ly paſt betwixt them, they were contracted, by Vaws ; . but 
being ſeparated betore they could be joined in Marriage, and 
deſpair- 


The Prelude. 


deſpairing ever to-ſee one another again, the Lady is marry'd; 
By acaident they ſee each other, have opportunity of difcourſe, 
their Love renews, the Gallant preſſes, the Lady is frail, and 
they agreed upon the preſent moment. 

Per. Where lies the Scene 2? 

Po. In Haly 3 you kuow it is not there asin Enzlaud, where 
we have eafie acceſs, and freedom of converſation, and op- 
portunity of. Courtſhip. An opportunity there once loſt, is 
not to be recovered, 

Per. Right, therefore, there if the Gentleman likes the L21- 
dy, and the Lady the Gentleman, they preſently come to the 
point. An /:alzan Dame wou'd think you a very dull, heavy, 
phlegmatick Lover, if you ſhoud waſte time in idle Ceremony 
and Compliments. When Love is the Banquet, vhey fall to 
without ſaying Grace, I can tell you. 

Crit. Ay, but the cuſtom of that Country wor't be an ex- 
cuſe here. 

Per. But it ought ; for if the Scene lies in a foreign Coun- 
try, the Poet may write alter the cuſtom of that Country. 

Crit. But they won't like a great Lady loſing her Honor ; 
they won't like that, Sir. 

Po, It is not the deſign of my Play to expoſe a Lady's frail- 
ty, ſo much asto raiſe her up to virtue when fallen. Iintend 
her fall not an example for vice. The great deſign being to 
bring a guilty perſon to be pity d in her circumſtances. Ma- 
ny Plays have made the Vertuous in misfortunes to be pity'd, 
but the Guilty never yet, as I remember, 

Per. Very well.-: That deſign indeed is new, I like it. 

Po. And laſtly, Sir, to ſhow whatevils may follow one ill 
actiony tho repented on as ſoon as done. And let the Moral 
of the Play ſhow, that one error brings more fatal conſc- 
quences than many virtuous ations can remedy 5 and there- 
fore, tho it is good to repent of ill, tis better not to do i!l: 

Crit. T like your Moral well enoughz I have but one thing 
more to ſay, your Play has no lofty flights, nor ne're a fine 


dying 5peech. 
Per... 


The Pralude. 


Per, We have too much of them in every Play. 

Po. 1 have endeavour'd in this to make my perſons ſpeak 
like men and women, and in ſuch words as the real perſons 
repreſented might be ſuppoſed to diſcourſe in the ſame cir- 
cumſtance. The S-ene lyes in taly, and I have writ in the 
ſtile of the 7talian Tragedies; huw it may pleaſe here I know 
not. | 
_ Crit. Ay, but Sir, you have left out Similies : *'Y Gad I 
ſcarce remember three Similies in the- whole Play ; and 
Mr. Peregrine | am a paſſionate lover of Similies. 

Per. 1 confeſs in Engliſh Writers great part of the Wit lyes 
in Similies ; we have too many of 'em. 

Crit. Too many Simitlies! *'Y Gad Mr. Peregrine now I que» 
flion your jadgment : Oh! they are the prettieſt things in 
nature. I had as hive fee, The Firmament without Stars, 
A Tree without Bloſſoms, "A Garden without Flowers, A La- 
dy's Face wirhout Patches, or A Pudding without Plumbs, as 
a Play without Similies. There are your Similies now ! who 
cou'd have expreſt ſo much Wit without Similies ? 

Per, & Po. Ha, ha, he. 

Po. See, the Prologue's going, to be ſpoke, "the Curtain is 
drawing up. 

Crit. Well, well, Til tell you more anon : I'll go into the 
Pit. Exit. 

Po. Pray follow, and fit by him 5 your preſence will awe 
him ; 'tis thenature of Critics to be malicious : He'll be find- 
ing tault to ſhow his Wit. 

Per. Fil drink a Bottle with you when the Play is done, 


and tell you my opinion. LExit, 
Po. Leſs blame it is in new attempts ts fail, 
Than in the 01d but meanly to prevail. Exeunt 
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H E Town of late ſo wery nice is grown, 
That nothing but what's poinant will go dawn, 
Y expett to find ery new Play that's writ, 
Ih [pight of Nature, ſhou d be tuff d with Wit. 
This | des Tax which you on us have laid, 
Without your friendly help can ne're be paid. 
With belps of Folly you Manure the Soil, 
To make it gratefui to the Tillers Toil, 
Like Vintners we on impoſitions live, 
And at the expence of thoſe who Tax us, thrive. 
Yet Poets ſay, in one thing you r unkind, 
Wit ye expect - 
But what Wit «s, no man has yet defin d. 
Thus whilſt we wander in a doubtful Maze, 
'Tis cnly our good fortune if we pleaſe, | 
And when we (tart # Play, full cry you rm, 
And nere leave Yeiping till youve run it down. 
Rules you preſcribe, but when you try the Cauſe, 
We find each Critick s Whimſies are thy Laws, 
So, when of Wit, each Palat's made the teſt. 
Good plays are damn d, becauſe youre lo# your taſte. 
He that wou'd furniſh out a modiſh treat, 
Show'd ftrive to pleaſe with various ſort of meat. 
To feed the Beaus with Farce is very good, 
Thoſe Babes in Wit can't bear ſubſtantial food, 
For men of ſenſe ſome Satyr ſhou 4 be got. 
For Politicians to be ſure; a Plot. 
With Swaniſh Puns you may regale the Cit, 
Their ſwiniſh taſte delights in busks of Wit. 
But he that wou d ſecure a good third day, 
Auſt ſhow your Vices to you, to ſave his Play. 
Leſt Bully kike, eager to purchaſe Fame, 
You ſhow'd your follies in the Poet Dam, 
Theſe are the Rules I heard owr Author (ay: 
But Bays forſeorh has found a newer way. 
Which, if it miſs, be ſwears be ſhall be uneaſy, 
To think he was not fool enough to pleaſe je. 


0 Gx4- 


wet. WY nn EEE 
, 


CES a 
Txanuts FE Ee<e£3 2c. 
* 


Drammatis Perſong. 


Frederico, Duke of Radiano, Mr. Verbrugen, | 
Alouiſia, Dutcheſs, Mrs. Bowman. © : 
Alfonſo, Marquis of Rolle, Mrs. Hodgſon, 
Fidalbo, Secretary to the Duke, ++ Mr, Watſon. 
Rodrigo, Gentleman of the Chamber Mr. Thurmond, 


A Fryer. 
Mrs. Prince. 


Amuadea, | ea 
no Women to the Dutcheſs, 1, Martin, 


Page. 


Two Brayo's, Servants, Singers, Dancerss | 
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Dutch. Wharquis 1 * « 
Alf. Dutcheſs! [S5ghs and breather ſhort 
Dgch, Thus' Walk, 's coco, the next has free air, 

My Lord. el 


AF. 1 feel a Cal ad ſcarce canvreate | 
F: oh alepture, ' ads Mido Dade ; 
Armill, "Cbtne Blnelle? "= 5 | 


The Dutcheſs,gave' 
Flop. Let us take E | 
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The Italian Husband. 


As if Inchantment had ſurpriz'd my ſences, 
You drew my thoughts from Heaven to Earth, 
And I cou'd only gaze and think of you. 
Alf. *Twas 1 came there, to offer up my vows, 
And pay devotion 'at that holy Shrine : 
But oh ! the ſight of you robb'd the dead Saint 
Of all the Reverence I came to pay. 
The brighteſt ſure in all the Cryſtal Orb 
Cou'd not excel in form 
Nor iooner gain a Votary. 
But oh the ftrange amazement I was in ! 
When after onedays abſence, my new Saint 
Was thence tranſlated to unknown Regions: 
How have I wander'd thro the world ere ſince, 
But ti]l this happy hour cou'd never find. 
Dutch. Unhappy hour, and fatal interview. 
Alf Our hearts were pinting with the ſame defire, 
And in our eyes we mingled Souls. 
Love does record our vows, and gives me title 
To Alouifa's heart: ; 
Dutch. Not to my honour. 
Alf. To all, love is no niggard. 
Datch. T am the Duke's. 
Alf. By Marriage ; by former vows thou'rt mine. 
Dutch. The Duke 
Alf. Shall know nothing. 
Dutch. Heaven 
Alf. Will be filent. 
Dutch. Fear chills my heart. 
Alf. Let Love warm your boſom 
Dutch. Break off this eager Conference, my Lord, 
Leſt wandring eyesobſerve our extaſies. 
Alf. That Grove of Jeſſamins will ſhade our loves. 
Dutch. No : T1 lead ,youto yon apartment : 
There we will both lament'our rigid Fate, 
Cancel our Vows, and grieve we met ſo late.  Exeunt. 
C Enter 


The Italian Huiband. 


Enter Rodrigo. 


Rod. Dcſpaiting Love I thought the only plague; 
But my 100 curious Eyes have added now 
A new tormenter to my breaſt :_—Jealuuſſe: 
* How ſreein their diſcourſe ; what amorous looks, 
And Garting glances, flew like Lightning round : 
What pauſes, and what flarts—I grow mad 
I'm enragd—go on, purſue—turn Spy, , 
' See till thou raveſt, then break thy heart, and dye. Exit. 


Enter Duke, Reading and pauſmg on the Great Duke's Letter, 
with another in hu hand Seal d. 


Duke Reads. . Zou and high in our regard and favour. 
1 gave you Afouilia for your Brade, 
In my eſteem you were moſt worthy of her : 
Tos have withdrawn your ſelf and her from Conrt : 
Let me by Letters know the hidden cauſe, 
Then T1l reveal a Secret ſhall remove 
All ſcraples from your mind Thus ſatisfy'd 
That you return to Court, with your Dutcheſs, 
Shall be my wiſh, but never my command. 


Jealouſie takes birth from fond ſufpition, 

is fed and nurs'd by every idle fear, 

Till it becomes the canker of the mind :., _ 

It ſhall ſpread no farther here EY 

His tenderneſs in all diſcourſes to her, 

His pleaſing ſmiles at all ſhe ſaid or did, 

And all the fott Indulgence which he ſhew'd, 

Not meant to wrong her Vertue, nor my- Honour. 
Shews:g hu own Letter, 

Q<re | have eftabliſht my diſcontent, 

Upon my doubts ſhe was ignobly boro, 


\ 
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The [talian Hwband. I 1 


And fixt it for the cauſe of my retre at. 
Enter Rodngo. 
Where's Alfonſo ? 
Rod. With the Dutcheſs, buſte. 
Duke.. Bufie ! 
Rod. Very buſte. 
Duke, Buſie 2 Rodrigo! | 
Rod. Yes, ſhut up together in a cloſe apartment : 
Not fire or heat are more incorporate. 
Dake. Be plain and brief: or this ſtops thy Tongue. 
Shews a Dagger, 
Rod. They in conjantion: Your Honour in Eclipſe, 
Dake. Impoſlible 
Rod. PFoflible 
Duke. Row know ye 3 | 
Rod. Theſe eyes beheld the firſt onſet, 
When with cager embraces, haſty kiſſes, 
And trembling limbs, they ſtrove, 
As if half famiſh'd for the Banquet, 
Duke. Which way comes this diſcovery ? . 
Rod. Thro a ſmall vacancy in the Partition, 
I cou'd furvey the Room all round. | 
Duke. Look it be-true. 
Rod. Wou'd it wete falſe, 
Pake. Thou haſt thrown Lightning into my Soul: 
Fierce anger flaſhes in my eyes, 
And I ſhall break like Thunder from a Cloud, | 
And blaſt 'em all to Hell. Lead to the place, Exeunt 


Re-enter Duke and Rodrigo in anotber Apartment. Duke puſhes 
at the door. | 
Duke. Here,open the door, 4leuifa—Dutcheſs open the door : 
Are you ſo employ'd, you cant hear 2 4; 

Open, or 11l break it down this minute, | 

Dutch. See, my Lord, 'tis open. [. Dutcheſs opens the 

door. Rodrigo ruſhes in, and returns with Alfonſo's Sword. 

C2 What 


12 . The Italian Hwband. 


What ſudden rage tranſports yout Grace ? 
Duke. Let your Guilty Conſcience tell you. 
Dutcheſs, where hides the Adulterer 2 
Where is the Traytor? - 
Rod. | have ſecur'd his Sword, E: 
Puke. Have an eye to the Dutcheſs, [The Duke preſſes iu. 
Dutch. 1 ſee no proſpe& but death before me : 
Fear and guilt wing me for fl:ght: 
Thol ſave not life, I may get time to pray. 
Exit Dutcheſs, Rodrigo following 


Enter Duke with a-Piſtol in his hand, Alfonſo flyin? him, 


Duke. Inhoſpitable Traytor 
Alf. O ſtay your Revengetul hand ! 
Dakk. Dye Alfonſo !-—Baſe Inſtrument of Death; 
Snaps a Piſtol, throws it away ; draws bis Sword, 
Haſt thou fail'd me, this will nor. 
Alf. Oh ! have Compaſſion. 
Duke. Compallion !  Ttaytor. 
Alf. Your thoughts may crr, you. may be deceivd, 
Miſ-inform'd We may be innocent. 
Dake. No—Death is not more certain than thy crime, 
Alf. Give then a life that merits a thouſand deaths : 
A lite that will be greater. puniſhment, 
Than death itſelf: Ah give metime. 
Dake. Live. Alfouſa 3 [© After a pauſe. 
I. had not well conſider'd the Great Duke-— 
Live young Lord my word ſecures yourLife. 
Moſt generous Duke---behold a Traytor ai your feet; -.: 
Whoſe Ctimes deſerve not only death 
But. a tormenting, violent ceath 
But if youare ſo God-like to forgive. 
Duke. As your fault is above excuſe . 
'Tis alfa above puniſhment, 
Revenge wou'd end in death ——- * 
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And your death would publiſh my diſhonor 
Which yet may be conceal'd Cloſe then your Lips, 
Let not your breath once whiſper't to your ſoul 
No not to Heaven, in Prayer, and Penitence. 
Alf. No records of your wrongs with me remain, 
Burt my.repentant thoughts, that bear 
My Crimes to Heaven in hopes of pardon there. 
Duke. The Piſtol fail'dwworm—- 
Live then Alfonſo Fate will have it ſo 
But henceforth ſhun all opportunities 
To ſee, or by my Dutcheſs to be ſeen. 
Do not remember that I had a Wife——=. 
Let all her Crimes and all her Charms 
Sleep in Eternal filence, 
Alf. Ever, ever —_— 
Duke. Rifſe——be compos'd 
Let not your looks betray either guilt or fear.. 
Be not abrupt in your departure ; 
But with due marks of ceremony-and reſpeR; 
Take leave———withdraw—— 
Bur ſtill believe yoar Life to be a dream; 
Mcthinks I do but dream. 
And that I've pardon'd you is but a:dream- 


Alf, Sj ——_— 
Duke, No more, your abſence, and'/your ſilence. 
Alf, 1 go, am filent, and obey; — 1. | | Exit. 


Enter Rodrigo. 


Duke. Where is the guilty Dutcheſs 2 
Rod. Inher private Oratory, at prayers. 
Duke. Good Heaven —— 
With what Conſcience can a Woman pray |! 
What made you, Roarigo, fo officious ? 
Red. ——Zeal for your Honor. 
Dake. Had you been ſilent 1 had net known my diſhonoy. 
And 


Th. The Italian Hwband. 

And notknewing it had till been happy. 

Rod. Tt filent, 1 had been-a-Traytor. 

Duke. The adultery ofa Wilenot known, 
The Husband lofes'not his peacer 

Red. You had ſlept then in polluted Arms. p 

Duke. You force a fatal mecctiity.- 
Alfonſo or my Wiſemult dye. *'*il 

Rod. Honor requires it. 

Dake. With 4lowiffa deſtroy my life. 

Red. She is dillsyal. 

Duke, But I love her. 

Rod. I've done—— |; 

Duke. What thou carſt ne're undo, 
Seal up thy Lips, Rodrigo: 

What, thy too officious diligence 
Brought to thy knowledge, | 
Hide in the darkeſFeorner of thy heart : | 
For ifone breath ſhould | Ah vent; thou dyeſt. 

Rod. Now I Maye'tal ye/my.Conſcience is quier, | 
And I am dumbas death it ſelf: | 
Duke. Suſpend thy thoughts and follow me. 
I'll give dire&ions for an Ambuſcade : 
The Conduct ſhall be yours.” 
Rod, $0, ——[ have paddled in the Water, 
And muſt now!ivade thiro:the Stream; 
Duke. Howwneceſſary, but how hareful is a Spy. 


Exceunt. 


"ACT 
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ACT IE SCENE IL 


" 
bh ENS 
——— 


The: Dutcheſs in black, !ying on Cirpets, her hair looſe, leaning 
on a Deaths head, a Book in her hand, and the Pikure of a 
Magdalen over her Oratory. + | 


Dutch () Alouifta ! "wretched by thy fall, 

Wretched by thy tormenting life;-that 'canſt .* 
Survive thy honour, and thy happinels. 7 3/9] 
My Soul hangs trembling on my Lips'; 
And yet [| cannot figh it from'me. 
But here, here cames my angry Lord, Gr 
The juſt avenger of his wrongs; 
Aad fatal puniſher of my miſdeeds. 


Evier” Dulce. 


Welcom, my Lord, whoſe preſence heretofore 
Was wont'to give new life and/joy to Alourfta, 
But nowmoſt welcom, now you come arm d, 
With puniſhment to end a painful life. 

Duke . No, live Alozifta | "i 

Dutc. O mix not Cruelty-with Jaſtice. 
Let me not languiſh out a life in Torment. 
Behold me proſtrate at your Feet — My Head 
Bow'd low to Earth—— Cheeks wet with Tears, 
And Heart o're-charg'd with ſorrow, 
Your penitent offeader' meets her Fate. 


- 


Date. . 


16 The Italian Hwband. 


Duke. Live, live Dutcheſs, I pronounce it. 
Let mercy be as great a wonder to thee, 
As are thy Crimes to me. 
Dutch. Live ! Oh preſumption ! 
Duke. Come, I'll lay my ſelf down'by thee: 
. Well ralk a while. —- 
Dutch, Come not too near, ' my inſeious breath will blaſt 
All Virtue——but the Noble Frederico's. 
Duke. Peace ; why are you thus all habited in black ? 
And why thus 'mourniully arrended ? 
Dutch, Todo): Amoi2e the funeral of my honour,and my ſelf. 
Duke. Tbat you have errd TI know, 
That you repent | do believe : 
The wanneſs of your Cheeks; and anguiſh of your Heart, 
Do ſhew.the fad afflition of your Mind. 
Live rhen. | 
Mercy is due to the firſt Crime of Penitents. 
Dutch. Y ovr Mercy givesa Life 1'do not-merit, 
And ſpares.a Death that I.deferve with pain. 
Duke. The Memory that you Wis once moſt dear, 
Dear as'my life, now gives you life ; 
Then Dutcheſs hope, hope what I dare not ſpeak, 
And I will wiſh your hopes may all ſucceed. 
Who waits 2: 


Futer Amidea aud Florella, [The Duke. "takes 4 ; Letter out af 
his pocket, and holds it in bis bord. Speaks as they all may hear. 


Attend the Dutcheſs to her Chamber. 

Ah, 4/outfia, thy fate indeed was hard, 

Never to know the greatneſs of your Parents, 

Till that fad minute, which gives at once 

The knowledge of their Names, and of their Path. 

Facewecl : E're might I'll yifit you/agaio., Exit. 
Fior, Oh Amidea, the ſecret; of the Dutcheſs Grief 

find ſuidea Alteration is at laſt made known. 

Butch 


| x. 


<< IS Soes $$ k + | 
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Dut? Lead me for I am faint and overcome with Grief. 
Am. Heaven eaſe your Cares, and fend your mind relief. 


Exenne. 
Exter Alfonſo. 


Alf. My mind is 26's in a rough” Sea of doubts 
T live, but know not the reaſon why, }.. 
T fear the Duke only preſerves my life, Sb 
To make my death more horrid. 
O myſtery! The Adulterer goes unpuniſh'd; | | 
And the offending Wite received to Grace ? "i, 
When the offended: ſmiles 'on the offenders, SY Eby ag 
It ſhows their Ruin near. / a 
Oh: Love! Oh Dutcheſs! Oh Alfoſo'! 


Enter Duke. 
Duke. My Lord ; commend. my pay « to our Maſter, - 
This to your Charge I do commit.” [Gives him a 56/4 


Alf. Moſt noble Fredrieo thy. hand, . 

My hearc, my life, are all at thy Command. "Ra 
Duke. What fatther ſerviee you may do me, 

As ye paſs my Viney TIF 

Your Coach is orde! he'Pa 


So far Þ will-conduct yall 


Alf. How generoullyyeweongr 
You load me with Honours,and d 


Fnter , Amide ea, Floreſla 
Fl. She ln ſill, but ſighs abundantly. 
Am. Sure ſhe's very tender=hearted. 
That Grief can make ſogreat an alteration. 
In the morning how lively wereher Eyes, 
Her Lips, how roGe; a ſeeks were ſpread 
Like the Fields of beauty, al ure to the Eye. 


Exeunt, 


Pls. 


* 


of 


v3 Tk Italian Hiaband, 
Flor. Ah the: difference i in 2 WOman, 


n-ſhe's in a good one: | 
we a change there's no) p 
Am. Her-eyes clouded with 


EalSy: 
Her lids fa ſwell'd, no pave. light 
Her Yo all 


breaks-thro .. 
os thay have 
yi BER Ins, 


| Yes campany, nathing but weeps and prays, 
| - chovghther jr hour was came. . ' 
akttbisho)ds fhecan't live. 
Thidwefer, . the world may think, and thiok, 
but a tn ling woa't breaks | =p""e. "a 
thee let's leave this melancholly fubje 
And wy of ju matt6rs. 
. What Floreba 2: 


Eyes ne're beheld imo 


re lovely perſon. 
> Coy'd you think 6, Marte «ndnot be mov'd- 
ens on x" 


—_— blaſh : 
ir iſkex beat, # Guilt, 
That ns np oe 
bad one word? 


' lor. Heavens preferyertic Chi 
One'tempting word, faln-from£ 


Or theaſ Rbgigwof ' his-eyes 


Precepts of Chaſtity | ry | 

Are tin rain thee Om. invite. 
Am tran J,- [la. 

Hark ; [ hedbrhe DutchefsHirring..: [4 Bell ſounds. 


She rings: for USe-, d Bxeunt . 


—_- 


 Bxter Dubs Miſanto, © 


Dake. That; my Lord, is-m "h 
Where | intend to Þ3ls my eve 
AY. A delightful ſituation. . 


*Flor... Of the paogiotne young:Lord'was hereto day :. 


- 


_ The liglian Huband. © 1Þ 

Duke, If you receive no orders fromthe Duke: 
For your return, let my [nvitation® | 
Bring-you here to night: WY 
Society will ſtrengthen our new Friendſhip. 

Alf. You load me with favours. Ss 
| Duke. We'll ſup together. - ['ve orderd Mafick, 
The hours ſhall flide. away with pleafure ;, &.2 Mn 
In ſoft delights we'll bury all our eares. © 
You'll be my Gueſt -— þ F 

Alf. 1 promile " # 


Dake. Your hand Alfonſo —— | _ Mi. 
Alf. My heart, moſt generous Frederio, , e 
Moft.noble Duke of Radiayo? * RR 
e b, - 
Enter Rodrigo m diſguiſe, with two Ruftans, * 
Rod. That, that's the Traytor Alfonſo: © 


You two diſpatch him. 
Alf. Ha, am I at laſt 


, ” tad 


© % 


Rod. This way, Sir, they'll diſpatch him prefently. 


ki 
een gx. A) at diftance : 


þ den, feigning on ro fbr, whill 


LDuke turns to Alf, fide, 
No odds # 


x Ruff. Rodrigo kall'd ! 
2. Ruff. The Duke againſt us ! we arc betray'd. 
: Ruff. Fly Comrade, fly. The two Ruff. run off, * 
Alf. Flight ſhall not {ave you, Maurderous Villains. @; 
Duke. Purſue no farther than that riſing ground ; * 
Then let your eyes obſerve wine way they take. [Exit AIF, 
| 2 IS. Date. 


- 
S 
. 


* 
La 


"+ 


tt, 


$© - = o 


Liveſt thou Redrige 2 Spe 
Rod. Fato lends'\me one ſhort. gaſp. of breath, 
To ask the reaſon why I have my death. 
Duke How thankleſs is the office of a Spy. 
 Spys Wy they ſerve: they are the cauſe 
4Of Mu "Y the bane of-Families : 


4*No man was 0 happy by em yet ; 
The 


he Sdtkty andthe injur'd bothundone.. 
C2 Faithful lervice ilLrepaid. 
Duke Thy death/ was neceffary: 
Maſter of a ſeeret ; 

Wenid trot have known my ſelf: 
Thekno £ of mf ſhame hung on thy Tongue, 
*Fach bfaſt of breath had. blowa it thro the world. ; 

Bnt Jying that dyes With thee: 

Rod. O ! Q-— 
© Dake. FarewelSpy> 


% _=_ Re-enter Alfonſo. 
"Pp *. 

Aff - The Villains 'were'too nimble of ſoot, 
They're out of ſight already, | 
Their Coaſt was Weſtward: _ 

Duke. Here lies thealnging 
The' officious Slave." 


$8" 


Rod. dyes; 


Stop there my Tongue . _— * £7 54 
Fhis Villaig with his dyingbreath confeft; 


That fearing my forgiving nature, 
He laid this Ambuſh to ſurprize your Tiſe. 

Alf. Each Cireumſtance ori: the cruth. 
Forgive me, generous Duke, if my firſt thoughts 
you; 


Tramſgreſs'd, and ſinn'd 'gainft Gratitude an 


ut*when you nobly interpos'd” your arm, 
_ And ſhard anequal danger with me.: * 


Shame: 


46 i ub 


Shame. verd meall ore, and ti Saue ; 
Duke. Tenobleminds work! le ways. 


The brave and generous a& without deceit. 
Alf. Theſe LY moſt gragious favours. 


Tho you! r forfeit of my life, 
To giveitt me a ſecond time3 
With «or of your own, is moſt ſurprizi 
Dake. The life I gave, I'may with right ca [mine;: | $1 6 
And what is mine, my Honoor will gin bx 
Alf. You a&like Ceſar. Oh Wonder in nat 
That ficrceſt rage ſhould turn to petfe@ love 
- Duke So g:cateſt love'to greateſt hatred my 
Riddles i in Nature, that puzzle Philoſophy. as 
Now I diſmiis you 
Your Servants and your Coach are here 
Remember, Alfonſo, 
Who prophanes Friendſhip 'commits Sacrifedge. 
41f. You call him Friend; that-is your Slave. 
Duke. No Alfonſo, let Females be laves: 
Men can be gratcful, when they are oblig'd; 
But Woman never. 
Alf. My Gratitude, like my Souk ſhall be Erernal. 
Duke. My Friendſhip 4 las as Your Silence——No more : 
Till evening I take-my Jea 


Alf. Your Grice, commands 4 cM 
Alfonſo's Servants appear with Fidalbo. Fxeunt ſoverally. 


Dutch. Reach me a ChaifSLeave me =— | Sits down: 
Am. We wait without. | 
Dutch. No, ſtay——But obſerve your diſtance—— - 4 
What Rigor ſhall puniſh the exceſs of Love ; 
That wrongs the Matrimonial vow. 
And what reward for Chaſtity, We. to her ſelf. 
That was preſcrv'd by loſs of Liz. | 
Flo. 


WB 
| . Flor. She's very , 
"+, © Mn. Let us | 
OS "Dutch. Away there. W 
= And Zavobia, and Firma 

Kare” ; TO gmngee I 1 
px Looks 


" 


1Cr FF! "= 

ke 2h not. 
ly pi 

_ 


wy is ablenc, and My 
w not when 


" Fl. Her fenc<s ave r'd. 
to Lull my qovbled thoughts aſleep. 
; "4.50WG to the Dtchiſe. 
SE I. 
Tmphs that, naw are in.your;prime, 
N Make, O' make; EG ; 
Each Minute b, "5  dectths.. 
$4 | Beanty, like t | © 
Po Nympbs "that mow el 
= Make, 0 wake " 6. | 
. 1f yoa won'd know how Ty PEER 
4 Look on the Dyal of yautfate - 
£ Where, tho no ſudden 


Tet ſtill the Sun is moving 7 
Nympns that, &c. 


wu. 
But when it comes tobe ful Noon, _. 
The day grows ſhort, aud. night comes Jo: ts 
The Sun ſteals off by ſlow degrees, : 
Ant Beauty fads, tho no one ſees, 
Nymphs that, Ge. 


Li ” 


IV, Night's 


a, } 'Y - : " & 
The Ttalian Frurband. 
IV. 
Night's ſhades do paſs,, and cf on, * 
But Beauty has no [.. 


The Sun po 
When E 


Dt. Th cngie ro qMſiotmi of 


Aw. Madam:-t 
Enter =» 


Dat; Retire—Your Grace is welcoine. 


Florella IG icbohes.. 
Dale. Not atweſs Le 


Dutch. What ſays your G 
Dake. Excuſe'me, 1 was thi 
What are You —_ 
y ra mw. Ih 

Ditke. "Wha, S— 
Datch, To repent, © 
* Duke. That 1s indi 
| Dutch. What, ; or 
Duke. No 4 to. dye 


Dake. By me too ; ſpea no more 
Dutch. I maſt ever think oo't. 


Duke. When the nor» Had the offeader ;, ww | 
Let the tihe of the offence. | 


(a) generoſity ? / 
With which he ior d the offender. - I y 


The Falian Hmuband. - 


þ > Dake: Firſt faults may be forgiven 
s onceforgiven are pardon d ever.  - 
diſcourſe of ſomething elle: \ "" 


4 
e Bat. the reſent! 
my. c a > 2 
#* 


1 me, how d' 
v.mr ortal.- 


And here I ſwe Ir, 
Duke. And Fi 
Pat. Give m 
Duke. And with 
Dat. Bleſs'd Rec 
Angels Witneſs « 
Dake. Wo LICITE £7 
Dut. And Ic jc 
| Dales Our, [ve js 


Dke. It (hill be : mark me: © 
Dur. Sun, haſten on thy 
Duke. Darkneſs, advance———— 


The Italian Huband 


Patch. Reward your Goodneſs Heaven : 
And bleſs my noble Lord: 
Duke. I take my leave, 
Dutch. Where goes your Grace ? 
Duke. 1 Sup at myNingyards. * 
Datch. When will you return ? 
Deke. Soon after Supper. 
Datch. You will not fail ———= 
Duke. No, I will not fail. 
Dutch, Farewel my Eord. | 
Duke. And Alowifta too, farewel. Exit. 
Dat, Ah* ſhall theſe Arms once more receive my Lord: 
And. to night too ! O Fortunate Dutcheſs ! | 
T1 chain him to my panting breaſt, 
-, Suck the ſweet Roſes of his li 
Till he has loſt all memory of my, fault... 
- "And all his Rage diſſolves in Love. 
© Yes, yes, .be preſent all ye Amorous Powers : 
&. Ye tender Arts of Love, and fweet Endearments, 
3 That Extaſie the Soul in ſoft delights, 
4 *©Be preſent with me, lend me all your Charms, 
. That may endear him ever to my Arms, Exit; 


Fby Ttalian band: 


ACT Ill 'SEENE E 


Enter Dake reading 4 Letter. Fidalbo- ar” dif ance, 


Dal'** ur- Dutcheſs Was: Davghter to fair Biane,.. 
© For fam at Court, whery I was Prince. 
' My Youth,- an& goat ; 
© After much eps; 
*Prevail'd upo 
I find my Wife is her Chet | 
p « wy oh. wo ye wi fe en; 


TC 


&.+ 


Sin and Regen, is ; borh their Taculties." 
Reads.' | won'd not have reveal'd this Secret, | 

* Had not your better preis'd the knowledge of her Birth: 

* To morrow [ll hunt With youg and diſcourle at large: 


Tt ROE. \ Enter, Alſagſo, - 


My Lord Alfonſo thank you 
- Your return was what I moſt defird: 
Buv this Letter you bring,clears many doubts,- 
And gives my mind much eaſe. 

Alf. Had not the Dukes Commands return'd me back, 
My own inclinations had brought me to ye. 
Dake. I rock. care.in mine, not to loſe you, Alphonſo, 


-- 


5 
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Alf. 1 am bid:to let you know;hell hunt with you 


To morrow early in your own Park. 
Dake. 1 will'hew- him Spore ;- heſhall fee Game. 


Fidalbo, incloſe this Lener vader a Cover, 

Then carry it to the Dutcheſs: 

Tell her, I remember my*promiſe, 

þ-.. And after S: apper it ſhail be performi'd + 

No buſineſs now ſhall interrupr our pleafure, 
We'll-$pend our thort minutes to the pur 

[ have order Mufi ck fur this days' Chnertainment. 


Sit, my Lord, ana be attcative. 


£ 


| I XTON, A Maſque. 
4: Pcrfons Nainies'thar Singin the Maſque. 
Ixion," Juno, Iris, Fupite# - Mercuty: Two Furtes. 


The reſt of the Singers fing in'the Chorus: 


4 Poehical Fleaven, The Overture with, F bella, Haut bots, 
Trumpets and Kettle Drums. + +, 


Hh, 4.132; 
4 coeds f D Divinities wekome [xionwe Heaven, 'in. uh felewie 
20% '4 - ap a FF 
gw 


Mercury. FT , the blef $4 ag 
Tothe Palace We the Wk? 
*Hapiy Gueſt, you here may know . hw) 
* Bowndlefs joys, unknown below. +" Y A 
4.5 * But ob ! uſe the bleſſing wel 5. wing, © ol who 
Reavth abus'd will tara to Eel 92 1] 
Ixion knee ling gives « a Letter to Jupiter. 
E 2 


+ I 


I xiov. 


TT” Pf @ x... > * 


28: The Italian HHmband.” 
Ixi9n. -Great Jove, thy Slave a Letter brings, 
Born hither on thy Eagles Wings. 
Fapiter Retires wirks his Trcaidy -. 
Juno. This is ſome new Intrigue of Lave, . 
The grand affair of Amorous Jove : 
Cold Brothers Love be gives bus Bride, - 
Wedded to ev'ry ſhe befide. 
Irs, herRain-bow in proſped..- 
Iris. No more, great Juno, let your breaſt. 
Be with the Jealous Fiend-poſſeſt. 
Io 
Hencerelleſ; Fealoufie remove, 
Ice mixt with Flames, curſt Piper of the mind 3... 
Pale Child, that kills thy Parent Love, 
And mak. us ſagrchifer why we dread tofind. . 1 


Go, partial Concelis ti ate 
With Fealous s to raiſe '@ $20 aaggtl '0 
Even when they 're jufteſt, moſt the * 
And make him dook like a diſt 


Juno. Iris #ow-iz-wain adviſesy;; 
Love abus'd all Rales eſpiſes e 
Fmt find what Beauty's Charms. 
Force up Bends PONG Pat 
Quickly ler my Birds 4 

| Iris goes, and the cad 

Icion. What 4 heaven of Bedwty's bere ! . 
0h ! I Love, but muſt Deſpair:« 5% TJ 
Now Jtremble, vow. I\dare : | >” 4 

What @beaven "of Beauty's here..! 
Juno. 7el me, Stranger, tell me. TY —_ 
What new Loves does Jove purſue > - ,. 
Ixion. What wew Loves can Jove- purſue 2: vs M- 
Nothing worthy 0 . 


The Italian Hisband: 


Juno, Jove to chang? alone 1s true: ; 
Lawleſs Love does all ſubdut. 

Both, Love and Wine no truſt maintair; 
Love, like Wine, is Reaſon's bane ; 
Love, i:ke Wine, .makes Wiſdom reels 
Both will ſecret Truths reveal : 
Both the-worſt Events deſpiſe : 
None in Wine or Love u wiſe, 

Ixion* Since Cupid- conovers mighty Jove, 
Brizbt Goddeſs. pardon if I Love: 
Too high I raiſe my bold defire, 
But Love and you at once inſpire. 
Since Cupid conquers mighty TJove, 
Bright Gedieſs pardow if 1 love. 


Till T to vow'd Revengg can move. 
To him, If you Love, ob ! let me know 
What now brings you from below ? 
Isxion, Califto, ef Diang's Train,  _, 
Of Jove's long abſence does complain: 
Since for a Mortal he deſerts the Shy, 
Oh! let a Mortal here his place ſupply... 
- A light Ayre.” 
What a fool is a Wife to lye pining at home, 
When to pleaſures abroad the falſe Huband is gone 2 - 
= the Rover be gone, take a Lover to Do, p 
| And your s be br on the Murderers bead. 
» Fer why 4 E ed deſt be rebÞd of delight; 
Be a Wife all the. day, and a Widow at night. 
_ *-- + Juno: Hold, Mortal, whither wowd you move ! 
| Izion. 7o Heaven and you, to Heaven and Love. 


embrace-her, and ſhe to hinder him. 


the mean time ſhe ſings two lines aſide. 


Each: repeating their laſt Verſe, he Mtriving to-.: 


Jilio makes 's Cloud ariſe, which- he embraces, in -: 


Jano aſide. Be till my wrongs of Vertue and of Love, *, - 


Jung:-— 


45 - The Ttalian Hucbanl, 

Juno, Embrace a Cloud, unjuſt poſſeſſing, 
[s ſuch a vain delufiue Beſf ing. 

Fove q—_ on his "Eagle, and thunders Ixion down 
to Hell 

Jove. Down, down, preſumptuous Traytor fall ; 
Such Crimes th' avenying Thunder call; 
Down, down preſumptuous Traytor fall. . 

A Chorus of Divinities. 
The Chorus of Divinitics; who cone in with fove, re- 


peat thar he Sung; as a Chorus: 
A wild dilinal Symphony 5 heard. 


The Scent changes th & Poerical Mgt, 


: 3 3 39-EEnter Ix io & | 
Ixion. Os ! to my pains tet "m2 fÞw2? cafe '"o voy, 

Tis Hell exough to forfeit Weaver > *£ " So 
My Crimes are preſent '5 my tortur 481; Wn & __ 
Adult rows breach of Truſt the foremoſt Moths Roll.” 


A D: nce'ef _Furles.” ny w wk 
Furies.and Devils ſpri abbut him, ;'& 
Snakes and Daggers, hen 


to a Wheel. 
Two Flries Ke: 
hing along to "a 


Two Furies. Dr 
. There he ſhall endleſs #re 
'Tis the Sentence was given in Þ 
We'll whirk him about "nd laſh 
Grand Re ' 
Here, Proud, Ls ith] 
Round th' Frernil E# he Few! ity 
For ſuch Crimes le: Cords” 46-3" RU 29-0. 
Thunder, Hell, and $4 "1 Pain. "_ om 
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Puke. My Lord Alfonſo, rouze your Spirits, 
And be prepar'd for ſomething new : 
I ſeldom treat the common way. 
Alf. Your Grace is eminent 1n all : | 
It pleaſes me, you are fo well diſpos'd: 
Duke. But you, Alfonſo, would take more delight 
To be at Court, among the Ladies. 
Alf. Excuſe me, if my looks don't expreſs 
The ſatisfaction of my heart: 
Fam pleas'd abundantly. | 
Dake. Some Wine, and bring the Table furniſh'd for Supper. - 
Servants bring Wine to the Duke and Altonſo; 
and ſet it on: a Table, they fit down. 


My Lord, ſtat your ſelf, this is mine. [Both fit doww.. 

This to the Health 'you with. 4/fo»/o. [ Dake drink), + 
Alf. "Tis to the Noble Duke of Radzane. x 

Moſt cordially I drink this Heath. LBoth drink. 


Duke. 1 have anew Cook to night, lci's {ce 

What Rarities he has provided for us. 

Uncover your Plate, my Lord, as 1 do mine. | 
In the Marguis bis plate is the pickere of the Dat 
1n the Duke's a Dagger Marg. flarts. - 

Aff” A Picture ! 

Duke. A Dagger - 


Alf.:Ominous-proſpe ! 

Duke. My - +"! LN | 
But can the ſhadow diſpleaſe you; 
The ſubſtance lik'd you-well. - 

_ Alf. Fwaitair. Offers to riſe; a Spring goes - 


| him tn, 


Ha— Another Devil—e-Lock'd in my. Chair! 
F am then defign'd a Victim to revenge. 1! 
Dake. Whar have gligy, ſent us. in thisother diſhs* 
A-brace of Deaths heads _ -- 
. Dncovers the" difÞh:intht middle of the Table; 
My Lord, Alfonſo, you ſee the firſt Courſe, 


l 


32 The Italian Huband. 


T ,o1d ye 'twas no common Treat : | 
I; nothing here you like | 
Alf. Why this fad preparation for. my death! ? 
Duke. Fall to moſt heartily, my young Lord, 
As you did:once, without Ceremony or Grace. 
- Ler your eyes feed upon that lovely Face: 
Scent the ſweet fragrancy of her breath; 
And fuck the balmy dew that hangs 
: Upon thoſe melting lips : | 
Feaſt all your Sences:with her Charms, 
And lye once more intranc'd. 
In"the dear Inchantmeiits of her Breaſt. 
Speak Alfonſo; why are you filent ? 

Alf. What wou'd you have me;'ar what can Iay ? | 
O'Dake'! my Tongue fadlters, and my Lips tremble, | 
As if lay: juſt at the.point of Death, 

Duke. Put that Cordial to your Lips. Tf 

**Aﬀf. Why d'ye triumph, Treacherous Duke 2 1 
"Your Revenge had once been Juſtice.: | 
"You might have taken then my life with Honour, 
Burt now 'tis baſe ignoble perfidy, 
Breactvot hoſpitality, and friendſhip. | 
- Duke:"Thy Cfime was inhoſpitable, fo be the-puniſhniene : 
'T had kill'd thee in the firſt tranſports of my Rage; 
But the _ taild my deſign : | 
Then ſecond thoughts came crowding in'my mind; ---, 
Which did :nftrud me better : TE 2s ; | 
You were ſent by;the Great Dyke our Maſter Y 
Revenge had then Leen breach of Duty and oi : 
You were intruſted by hin, and therefore | We 
By that truſt protected. | 
Alf. Go on with your Poliric!:s, Duke; 
And let me hear why-you preſerv'd my life, 
When others wou'd have taken.it——Y ou notcoblame! *Y 
Duke. Twas my Duty to give you ſafe Condu@; | L235 
Yon were not then diſmiſt from my protegion, 


RT —— 
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Wor ſhou'd baſe Villains ſnatch my Revenge, 
And difappoint a nobler Juſtice, 
Due to my Honour, and my Name, 
Af. Teſ Maxims I _ hs = 2 
Duke. Bur, poor, unpolitick, anthin ing Lord, 
Thar Ambuſh was my maſter Stratagem, 
'Twas I contriv'd, and drefs'd it out, 
Alf, To what end? 
. Duke.. To ſecure your Confidence, 
And fix belief of real Friendſhip : 
All fair pretences clſe had vaniſh'd ; 
- Or when ponder'd in your.cooler t 
Appear'd no more than bubbles in the air. 
Alf, Why kill'd you, then's perſon 
Date. He was the Spy. that did-the nltleſs 
To inform me of my diſhonour; - - 
| re yo _— ſuch rod wa 
; e knew. the [ceret, nd might talk, 
-* But with that Jaft politick ſtroke, 
I ſceur'd his filence and your llacove 
Thus are you drawn into I a. 
4 O creadful =p 
$6. Thinc Aferſe 
infut in.the a&t 0 rack . 
\ In ſome dull © cane where e tho” 
- Beyond tlig otgins, ©, 
Mine is the true /talian. 


There is a great Genjus in” Milc| 
Bruitiſh Revenge is but the exerciſe of the body,. 


wh 


I org ies the delight and pleaſure of the 


My 


© O. Horror! HZ I 


- One ching more, - moſt cxqung, Duke ;—— 


Am I not- under; ſoveraig 


4 Duke; No, I writ the Duke | | in'my Letter | 
Be You were my Gueſt,and under ation to return, 


th; 


i 


* 3+; Tg italign Emin 
You are remitted backs 
And now ſtand diſengag 'd fro! all Commands... 
Alf. Have you no pity 2,44. 
Duke. "Wrong'd Honor calls for faysfaRtions.. 
 , Alf. Onth | charDagger deep in. my 7 breaſt; 
My blood will only tall | 
But this moſt barbarous Treachc4y will ix 
A laſting ſtain upon thy:/Name and Memory : 
You ſaid the brave and generous did act - 
Without deceit. 
Duke, With Friend 


and. Where my are not in Jr'd': 


fea þ 

qu rifler of IE * 
| 9 of my happineſs, 
Trend # thy utmglt date of lite is cotme.' 

_ And thou muſt fall a* Santikarto VENgEAanCce. 
Alf. 1 feel the Terroriere yoaſtrike the- blow; - 
Cold ſweats hang-oft my Brows, ... #.” 
My heart ſhrinks up, m LL fine, <=" 
And every hab is parelytighe IF 


; Vgt not from fear, butha y deeds : 
Pb, quickly end'thy barbs Wroug oro 
d compleat thy Tregghanlem. ..... 


Duke, Ho-—you, the Aﬀliſta 


Enter Ruſſians uu 
: : | ; S 
There: {1 the Criminal. 


IZA other Mate crimes are wrig, an their 


Duke, | 
(Foreheads, 


His thall he hung upon bis Buealt;” 
Fix there there the Dutche 
With this Dagger. - 


[f 
* Alfe Alas, her went turn 4S-NEXt.. 


Y Darke to oneof the Ruffians - 
Duke, .- 


: 4. "- A y \ y 
The Ttalian Hnband: - v5 
Duke, How dying men 'do often Prophecy. SO — | 
Another ſtrike into his Brain. 


.Now execute my juſt Commands. 


Alf: Mercy * mercy! ON! olt! ' 

A little Silk Curtain falls' to ſcyeen him, thetbing » ruffled 
above his TTead. 

Dake, The Rigour of ptiniſliment” +. +: oath 
Strikes terror in many others, : 
Turns their bad minds, and rears 
To a& the evil deeds they hid de 
This the miſtaking world calls Cri i 
But rightly unde hood,” 'tis tender Mercy. 
Thus Alfonſo.did misjudge Revenge *® 
If Revenge has no Charms, why are men fond ER ? \ 
'Tis bruitiſh and unnatural to- hurt ethers, +" | 
Unleſs a benefit accrews thereby. 5 
Let cold Northern Stoicks give their edidinx A 
Why we ſhould not take pleafure in. Revenge, ® 
When the Wrong-doers found ſo-mivweh + 
In every a& they did. 

Th "draw up the Curtain. Alſonſa appears murder d, one 
in his Breaſt, with the Pitture, another in ht 
Fore! ead, all bloody, >: 

1 Ruff. He's dead. * A” 

Duke. My Honor then in-part isrighted 
Bear hence his Body, difp6ſe-it as Tye order. 

Thus cuoning Fowlers/@atch the'Bird by Art: 

All Stratagems are lawful i in Revenge ; 

Promiſe, deceive, betray, or break your truſt, ©. 

Who rights his Honor cannot'be fnjuſt. _ +: 


Enter Dutcheſs, with a Letter in her hand. 
Am. Flor: at a diftance. 


Dutch. Welcorhie, welcome, moſt happy Paper: 
This brings the wiſh'd-for knowledge of my Birth. 
F 2 Bianca 
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Bianca my Mother, the Great Duke my Father! 
I his Nacursl Daughter !—— 
Now let A4lenifia's Breaſt be. calm. 


My Lord too ſeqds me a kind Meſſage, _ 


Confirms.his parting promiſe,. 
Fond will ks we 4s; Bis boſorge ; 
11 be-prepar'd to receive him. <—— . 
Amideca, Florella, 

's pleaſure? _ 


An Your 3; 
, lay aſide theſe Blacks,. 


Dut. Come, undrels « 
My neweſt, and my ri ight-dreſs bring. 
dy, under the Tuiller, . 


Am. They are here al 
Dut. What Book is that / 


undreſs me, Plorelle ſhall read; . 
Open the Book as. chance direds.. © 
Flo. The fourth AR; Scene the Fifth... [Reads. 
Nicander and Amarillis peak. 
Dat. Is not that the Scene where ſhe was ſappos'd faulty? 
Flo. The ſame. pt 


Dut,. Alas |. Amazills wag innocent. when blag'd 3 
Wa af ſo that  watignacent when b_ghbhy | 
Flo. Nicander ſays. 
Reads, * A hcart of flint, or rather none had he, 
*Nor human ſenſe, that could not pity thee; 
* Unhappy Nymph.!and'for thy ſorrow-gri 
* The more; by how much leſs they can believe, 
*This ſhou'd befalthee — ——— | 
Dat. Enough. CDut.. riſes and. walks a little aſide. and ſpeaks, 
Ah, how muchgreater is my fault than hers. 
She broke no Matrimunial Vows. 
Skip that Scene and turn to anather. 


L Dat. fits down agar, 
= (Flo, opens the Book again. 


Flo, 


a dC. 


The'Italian Hurband. 
Flo. AQtthe Fifth, Scene the ſecond, 
Tityro, and Meſſenger —— 
Dat. That is it Where 7ityro bewails 
His Daughters loſt Honour, going to dye 
Read | 
Flo. Reads, * Which firſt, my Daughter hall | mourn in-thee 
* Thy loſs of Life, or of thy / Chaſt ny o 
* I']1 mourn thy Chaſtity —— | 
Dutch, $kip the reſt of that $; HS, and read her anſwer, 
Flo. Reads. * Tf my miſhap had come thro my own fault, 
And the effe&t had been-ſrom an ill thought, 
As of a deed that ſeemsll,”ir-hadbeen 
* Leſs grievous to me, to have death pay ſin; 
And very jult it were. £ Dutcheſs ftarts from her Chair, 
Dat.” No more——= How the words ſtrike me ro the hearr. 
By Amrails I ſtand' condemn's ! ' 


Enter Fidalb 


Fid.. Madam, the Duke is return'd, 
And witits you in his Chamber. j 
Dat. Hence Amidea and Florellgg>follow me. Exemnt. 


Duke in the Chamber,” and others; 


The Body of Alfonſo appears laid in the Bed, his Head 
raiſed, his Army tad out trait, ,as in his Shirt, to be ſeen, 
Candles npon Stands round the Bed, But not lighted 


Dake; T diſmiſs you now-—— Excunt Attendant x. 

This is the Body of ill-fated Alfonſo, 
That dar'd to love, tempt, and enjoy my Wife. 
Here, where he did commit his Crimes. 
Now receives the State of Funeral-pomp. 
The Dutcheſs too prepares her ſelf, 
Like a.new Bride, for a new Nuptial Night, | 

But 


But here ſhe'll find rever 
And love witha pale ghaſtly ITED 
Lye ready toembraceher —— She comes, | 
Gloſe then theſe Curtains; "Yer a” while. 


Anon thoſe Tapers ſhall be lighted, 
And death appear in'geremonious Stare. © | 
4 ihe. 


Enter Dutchels i t dreſs fs, | 
utcheſs in a night"drefs 
ar, 


q pes | 


$ 


Datch. O, 
Duke. My.1 Datch fs - 
DaſeR, vy dear 

My once.d 


- Wet bs hy 
d.is burden'd. 


l 7 KE. K es 4 "F, 
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Dl. On 1 wn 2g 
Duke. You only 


Dut. Moſt will F| y.- 


Bolts AE wife 4s terrible, ; C 
ga. 


<3 
For Death does Put 2 


But let. ug-talk of, Lifes 
DP wbiln you are my Life; ſeannor think 'of Dedth, 
Duke. And yet, the tr! 10ughts of D*ath are needful': 

It concerns us to think on'revcry hour. 

Dut, Trae, my Lord ; buiweare nn preſent health, 

Dake. Ay, every momeny, forevery moment weatefying: 

And who kgows but. you or T may dye this minute; 

Dut, Avert it Ficaven, | 


Tbe.Italjan, Hubend, © 39 
Let Loves move pleaſing thoughts eater your boſome——. 
And tune oar Souls for Rapture. ; 

- Duke:»Now, Alonifta, you inſpire me; 
ive-me that I have been ſo.ſlow. 
Come to thy Bed 
Put. The Scene of Paradice, when, 8 my Lord are there. 
Duke. The/Scene of Love and Ugion: 


Duts 1 Fo. 44.53 "> 7 IOY 


Duke. Stay. * - 

Dut.. Why, -my Long 2 

Duke. Firſt give light to theſe Tapers. | 
| Duke takes a;Candic, and lights them round the Bed. 

Dut. For what, my Lofd 2? 

Duke., T'o repreſent-gur Love, which mayexrigh,., 
Birt n&W like theſe, - new Jes and new lighted. | 
+ Dut. We pay, this Cer -to the dead... 

Duke. That's my intent; ſleep is the Image of dearth. - 

ſhew Tervor, - 


Dat. I ſee great alteration——Your looks 
Date. bo. - x light; hold it in'yonr hand. * 
Date. 'F t, my Lord > | 


Dake. Now open the Curtains. 
Det. My hand trembles, and.my' pulſe ſcarce beats. 
Duke. Tis not long ſince yourran with joy, and there: - 
Sacrific'd my. hongut.co your 
Your trembliogs then were Ss nor ſcar. 
Dat Sad Remembrance. 
Dol A fad Truth 
. Oh Heayen Tthe 
"oy Penitence muſt end in ys 
Duke. Speak to the "perſon in fs Bed. :. 
D#e. Who is.in the Bed ? © 
Duke, One/yaulov'd well--- 
Dat. Horror ſeizes me: 
Dake; Take Courage Dutcheſs, draw wide the Curtains: 
Dat. Did you not*pardoime! what will becomeof me! 


Dake. 
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Dake. Open the Curtains, thero you'll on _ 

In which you will read your Fate; - © #. 
Dut. What Glaſs is there? ' Seed. 0 WT 
Duke. The trueſt you ever Jook'd in. pt £905 MC 
Dat, | wou'd, but I dare not. 
Duke. You'durlt for anorher, 

Dat. My Heart faints,* and my en. RY 
Duke. Tl helpyyou. See they are open gow, | 
Dut, Ah ! 
Dake, Behold the body ot;youtor'd Alfonſa 
What d'ye read in this mitror. 
Dwt, la his pale looks, and .in your Angry-brow 
| read my deatb.- —_-" | 
Duke. Right, demsbitteg po muſt-wath down ME 
The ſweet int! g 6 ght Neve Rip 
Recoramend mw bin ver 6 Ab 
A Dagger ai 4a Bow-ſpring | I. 


Revengel in'my band 
Dwt. gr -cious ; my lov d Husband, 


Stay till tomorrow; t ot the foricit of my4ifs, 
Till the Great-Duke'is-here———He owns me bis Davghen, 
Deke. Thou art the Offeſpring e fin, 
And produ@t of onlaw!tul pleaty: 
Thy Birth was" tainted and thyT 
Thou moſt of all ro blame=———Thy. Negra, 
t But broke the Dbi ye "oy Pap. " 


y.80 


He is my Prince, * ek LotO«-- 
His power may puniſh <F 
"But thy ſentence hangs on in my breath, _* 
Dat. No hope, no mercy? - 3 
Duke. No. proper {no repentance 2 rs 
Dur. My liteerefince I err'd, has been v2 
But one continued AQ of pegiterioe, | 
My prayer ſhort, 
My Lord forgive, and Heaven forgive me too. 
Dwke. 


1 The Italidn Huband. qt 
4 Rife—N ow fit down in that Chair, 
F_ This Iaſtrument, without much pain, 
oF. Will give thee ſpeedy death q-— _ 
T. 1! gently let thee down into thy Grave=——O 4loulfa ! 
©. Dutch, Sigh nor, This comfort in my death I have, 
My Lords own hand does ſend me ro my Grave, 
*- .. Duke, Dyc then, thou fair diſturber of my peace: 
Pulls the Bed-Cattains over her Fact, and ſtrangles her, 
{4 fitting in the Chair. 
5 - That Honour ſhou'd command o're Love, 
1 And Love thus cruelly obey. 
Throws the Curtains off, and looks on her. 
So, ſhe's dead, 


-Honour now is righted, and Rev appeasd, 
4 "Behold, how Beauty ſtill revels4n her Checks, 
"3% And gets the Victory o're Death and my Revenge. 
*3 Soft Compaſllion creeps into my Soul, 
F - And 1 cou'd now forget my Injuries. 
3 But let the noble ſenſe of Honour drive it out : ' 
7 Hence then all tender thoughts, and fooliſh pity. 
*] Now her Colour, like withdrawing beams, 
4 Leaves only ſome few ſtreaks of Light behind; 
© Thus Flowers blaſted by chill Winds decay and fade ; 
Þ But ere theſe periſh quirte=—1'l raſte their frees 
FT: Once more [Offers to kiſs her, and ſtarts back. 
1 Ha ! the is not a ſweet ſmelling Roſe, 
4 - But a vile Canker——mildew'd all o're, 
3 And rank as baſeſt Weedsw—=nor fin it felf 
More rank Who waits there ? 


Þ Enter Amidea, Florella. 


Flor. Your Garce's pleafure ? 
| Duke. Put your Lady to bed, 
2 Amid. Alleep ! 

” Duke, Go nearer. Amid, and Flor, go towards the m—_ 
G 
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Flo. Ah! Flo. looks at the Dutcheſs and farts. 


P, H 
= ' i 
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Amid. Bleſs me! ah, uh— . Amid. ſees Alfonſo in the  'Þ* 


Bed, ftarts and fhricks louder, 


Duke. Do your Duty, without more noiſe. 

Amid. Q horror ! 

Duke. Leave wonder, and obey ; puther to bed ; 
Then my Revenge ih Triumph will appear _ | 
In the ſame Field where Honor did receive its fatal wound.. 


Enter Fidalbo_ and Fryer. 


Fid. Holy Father, preſs not forward, 
I will acquatnt the Duke you are here. 
Fry. Hinder me not, I will bear you blameleſs. 
Ifear I come too late "Ig Fidalbo Retires; 
Puke. For what? holy man. . 
Fry. To prevent what my fears preſage. 
Why have you done this deed of horror ? 
Duke. You need not ask that queſtion, 
You were her Confſeſlor. 
Fry. She was my Penitent, and ſuch a Penitent;, 
That the leaſt error of her life was not told 
Without tears, and hearty fighs of forrow : 
Heaven make you fuch an one for theſe ill deeds. i ® 
Dake, I ſay Amen. 
Fry. But 
Duke. No. | 
Fry. But Revenge is Heavens prerogative,not ours. 
Dake. So fay Divines : 
But we HusbandFare of another mind. 
Fry. Tke Laws of our Country are againſt you. 
- . . Dake. Ay, for form they diſcountenance Revenge, 
But Cuſtom does ſuſpend the puniſhment: 
Honor is the nobleft Law. : 
Fry. Wicked Cuſtom, and miſtaken Honor !. 


ve you not. misjudg'd her ? 


. 
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Fnter Fidalbo, 


of Fil Pleaſe your Grace, the Huntfmen are in the Park, 
. And the Great Duke's coming. 
T © Dake. go 7 of away look there, but wonder not : 
”* There lyes Afonſo, here behold my Wile: 
1 #4. Oh Fidalbo weeps, aud wipes his eyes with 
bis Handkerchbief. 

Date. Be it your charge to ſee my orders perform'd. 
"-Let her Women lay the Dutcheſs in the Bed, 
In this ſame poſture by A/foxſo's ſide. 
This Letter I leave opon the Table here, 
| To beremov'd by none but the Duke's own hand. 
"1 When hecomes, condudt him in, fay Iam not well. 
That Letter and this ſight, will fully 
 Inftru@ him the reaſon of this deed. 

Fid. Do you not ferr his Anger ? 

Dake. | know 'twill greive his heart, he lov'd her well. 
But Princes have noble Souls, 
His ſenſe of honour will excuſe the deed; 

Now Holy Father, IT will retire with you, 
Your Convent ſhall be my ſaferetreat, 
111 put on your habit, and pray away my liſe wich you. 
have no more bufineſs with the world. 
For all my peace and worldly jo _ fled, 
Life has no Charms now Alou/fta 


[3 
kh 4 


n 


| 
| 


Writ by 70: Haynes... + 
Spoke by Mr. Bowman, mimicking a4 Bea ; 4 


Oaded with Muffe; and Noſe adorn with Suuſh, 
Eclips d4# Wie, dike Owl in" Ivey-Buſh. 
ith dangling Shoulder: knot o're Arm a kimbo, 
In fine embroyder'd:Coat Juſt oat of Limbo. 
With all the Rbethorick of DO& X TEOUX, I come + 
To mitigate owr trembling Author's doom 3. 
* Who bid me beg your Smiles, (the Poets Alms,) q 
Ta words. as ſe as the Singing Pſalms. 


25 


Not doubting my ſucceſs, becauſe he knows, 

The Fair Sex muſt be cbliging to the Beaux, 

For while thoſe Gallaxts, who had: Brains to ſpare, 

For Honor ran C am pargning every year, | 

Love !-Love ! The nobler Province of the. 110, | 

Xept peaceful Beau ar home to dye for you + VV 1 

Not that he fear'd the Wars, but ſome chante blow t | 
© 


Might beat out hus Fine Teeth, and then-you know; 
The hs, (the Man) were fav'd, that kills the Bean. 
Whoſe Courage might, ww doubt, ſucceſsful prove; © * 
14 Bed of Honor, as ix Bed of Love. | 
But whether think you has the greater Charms, þ 
Don Mars the Bully's;-or Dan Cupid's Aras 2 

Who in this glorious Field Cupid makes his Campa iga, 

Ky Pre aiog Eyes, and Lovers ſlain. 

Like Czlar here the Beaux may Conaueſt boaſt, 

They come, they ogley,and the Heat is loft. 

For wonder then they're in ſuch Vent ration, 2 


But I remember Monkeys once in Faſhion. 
Tidl theſe new Favorites obtaind their Station. 
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But Monkey; Squirrel, and /ov'd Parakeeto, 


* » (The prettieF Creatures much, methinks, ro ſee to) 


Lap-dog, nay Darling Black, muſt all wail zow, 
Ta the prevalling Charms of RivaliBeau. 

But tell me pray how wou'd this Peacock ſhow, 
If he were"burtreated like old; Aſops Crow 2 
If thoſe who clabb.d to's Beauſhip flock'd together, 
"And every Bird laid hold of his own Feather, | 
VUarigg'd of Cloaths, of bs or anpay d Linney, 
Sword, Feather, Muffe. and no Charms left to fo in.> 


"What 2 Figa—re hed make you eaſily guels, 
' Strippd of his borrow'd plutnes in that wwdreſs. . 


The naked trath 1 ſear wou'd oft-diſcover, 

The Git Beau to be a Pigmye Lover. . 

Sure nought but the Green Sickne/5 of the mind,.. 
Can relhifh this fad Traſh of Human tind:” © 
However | 
Since Beauteous Plenty here begins to dreſs, 
With her Bright Ornaments the face.of Peace ; 


* Tis fit that our Drammatick Wars ſhou'd ceaſe : 


Therefore, to you, Sweet Beaus,.inmeer Compaſſion,: 
Theſe 7erws we offer of Capitulation. 

Firſt then 
When you ſhall leave off to adore new Faces, 
And paying only Broken Heads for places, 
As now you're Foibles, then we'll-ſhew your Graces. 
And next | 

Letnot our Womens Tyring-Rooms be Haanted, 
Boaſt not of favours which they never granted : 
Tick not with Orange Wench; nor Side- ox Miſſes, 
(Alas they live by Love, and feed on Kiſſes) - 
Grant this, and if they make not 7uft requitals, 


You've our Conſents Gratu, to STOP THEIR VITALS. 
 (Demme) 
[Exit like a Beau... 


FINTS. 
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